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TEAR DOWN
SALE SIGNS
IN DISTRICT

Realtors Help to Keep'
Torrance and Lomita
Attractive

Realtors of the Torrance dis-;
trict were busy this week lnkingj
down “Ifor Sale" signs, posted on|
property that is listed, The ne\vly‘
organized real estate board r:nn—f
sisting of real estate brokers of|
Lomita and Torrance has voted fc |
remove all signs. |

The board last week discussed a |
standard schedule of commissions
which will prevail in this dis- |
trict. Several suggestions were |
made by various members and ii!
was decided to refer the s«:hednlel
back to the committee. A new:
schedule will be presented at the |
next meeting. -

Under the system to

be fol-
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| when she saw the girl.”

i |
[lowed by the veal estate board,!

property listed with one ronltor}
will be listed with all. This plan|
has  ‘worked out well in many|
citles,

With the Dboard here working
under the splendid code of ethics
already adopted, with blanket
listings possible for sellers and
buyers, realtors expect to see a
cspirited increase in  real estate

activities,

Mrs. A. D. Dampf and two chil-
dren, Dorothy and Margaret, and
Miss Marion Hale of Glendale spent
the week-end with Mys. M, H
Ladd and family-

OUT OF THE
DARKNESS

(Continued from Last Week)

|
"You say,"” I suggested, “that Slyke |
was killed about two o'clock In the‘
morning. The girl might have come
to the house and killed him; then
gone back to her uncle's, and told the'J’
|
|
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“Perhaps the Girl Killed Him.”

story about being afraid to go through
the woods alone. She said it was
three o'clock when he camne with her
to the house. That's a good alibi, of
course; but suppose she had been
to the house once before. The dog
didn’t bark, because he knew her. She
was also in the house when the re-
volver disappeared. If you claim the
taking of the gun was foolish, why
can'it not be said to be the kind of
an illogical thing a woman would do?
The average man would know it was
no use to remove the gun. You re-
member how startled the aunt was

Bartley had listened with an amused
smile that grew broader as I talked.
Though I had not been serious when
I began, the more I thought of the
ldea the more plausible my suggestion
sounded. Bartley bimself had sald
that in the case we must build up a
theory first, and then see if the facts
would fit it.

When I had ended, he said that he
himself had, at first, considered the
possibility of the girl's having done
it, but had decided against it. He
reminded me that Slyke had been
killed on the balcony, and carried
down two flights of stairs, and that
Slyke welghed one hundred and fifty
pounds, the girl not a hundred. Re-

Redwood

Lumber

]
—and your new home |
will be satisfactory.

OTHER REASONS.
ASK US.

Consolidated
Lumber Co.
Phone 129 Torrance

|

bering that and the task It was
to carry such a heavy welght down
so many stairs, did I still think the
girl could have done it?

My face turned red with chagrin,
and, seeing that I was hurt, he smiled
at me kindly and apologized.

“I didn’t intend to hurt your feel-
Ings, Pelt. You are like all news-
paper men, you enjoy building up a
story out of nothing. In this affalr,
we mustn't let ourselves get side-
tracked. We shall need all the clear
thinking we can do.”

Anxious to redeem wyself, I sald,
“John, we have been going on the
theory that some one from outside
came Into the house and killed Slyke,
a mysterious visitor who arrived after
Lawrence had left. Perhaps the mur-
derer was hidihg In the house all the

time.”

He gave me an interested look and |
an approving nod.

“Suppose,” 1 went on, “that the
murderer was on the balcony. It was
a godd place to hide. It was so dark
up there that he cduld not have been
seen from the ground. Then let us
assume that Slyke heard ‘a sound |
above him, when he was in the room |
below the balcony, and went up to
see what it was. The person may
have made the sound on purpose to
attract his attention. At any rate,
when he does come out on the bal-
cony, he I8 killed.”

Bartley dld not speak for a while,
turning my suggestion over in lis
mind. Then he answered, “You may
be right. It I8 possible that some one
was wilting for him to come upstalrs.
But do not forget that, If that is so,
the person would have had to wait
there for a long time; for he could
not tell when Slyke would come Into
the room below the balcony. Stlll,
your suggestion tsowell worth keeping
In mind.” -

Although he spoke so fuvorably of

| my idea, I could see that he did not

really agree with me. -~
I yawned and Bartley glauced at his
wateh, It was after three, and we |
should have been In bed geveral hours
ugo. He rose, uud taking two objects |

| little cottuge

from h!s pocket placed them on the
detlk. T lenned over to see what they
were,

Lyiug black and sinister on the dark
mehogany surface were the revolver
that had been taken from Slyke's hand
and hidden In the vault, and a little
cork stopper, Its end covered with
red wax that showed where a knife
had been used on f{t.

“Look,” Bartley said, pointing at
them with a laugh. “The sole result
of a day's work, The only clues we
have are before us. One I8 a revolver
that did not have a finger print on it:
the other a little stopper that m'ght
have come from anywhere. From
these we have to discover the mur-
derer.”

Agair he laughed. I stood looking
at the two objects, thinking how in-
significant they were and wishing
they could speak and tell their story.
Catchlng my mood, hls face grew
grave. He stood looking at them for
a moment, then with a sudden gesture
swept them into a small box saying,
“We ought to have been in bed hours |
ago.”

I had reached my room nnd was
pulling down the bed covers when he
called to me. I returned to his room
and found him sitting on the edge of
his bed taking off his shoes.

“I forgot to tell you, Pelt, that when
we reach the solution of this murder,
somehow or other whisky will be
mixed up with It. When you told me
that Slyke had been selling whisky to
his friends, I knew that something
was wrong. The finding of the liquor
In his own vault makes me niore cer-
taln. He must have known that that
whisky was there. Why, under heaven,
a man that had the money Slyke was
presumed to have had, should secrete
whisky on his grounds is more than
1 know.”

“But,” I reminded him, ‘“you say he
did not have as much money as
people thought he had.” |

“Yes, that is true. The lawyer con-
firmed what I had heard about his
losses. Whisky and Slyke had a good
deal In common, you will find.”

He yawned, and I started again for
my room. As I reached the door he
added, “Black thinks the chauffeur
killed Slyke. Maybe he did. NStill"— |
and he laughed—"I never saw a man
with a square head that knew very
much.  And that detective certainly
has a square head.”

And with that absurd remark in my
mind, T went to bed.

CHAPTER VIII
The Inquest Opens.

It was only natural, after the late-
ness of the hour at which I went to
bed, that I should oversleep th: nex:
morning. It was well after n'ne be- |
fore I entered the breakfast rcom; 1
found no one there but a servant who |
told me that the others had ecaten
some time before. When I had fin
ished my breakfast I went in search |
of Bartley, and found him In the sun
parlor surrounded by a mass of news- |
pupers. He waved to me and went on |
reading. [

The inquest was not to be held until
one o'clock; and I wondered what '
Bartley wanted me to do with my |
morning. As if in answer to my
thought, he looked up and said he |
was golng into Saratoga on some er-
rands, and suggested that I go with
him and Interview the girl friend with
whom Ruth had Intended to spend the
night.

The first place we stopped on our
arrival In town was at a large drug
store, where Bartley asked to see
the proprietor. When he appearved,
Bartley placed a small object on the
counter before him.

“Can you give me any Iidea,”
asked, “what sort of a bottle
cork came from?”

The object was the little stopper
with the red wax which he had
showed me the night before. Plcking |
it up, the druggist looked at it very |
carefully. He turned it over In his|
hand, scratched the wax with a knife, |
and took so long in replying that T!
thought he never would speak.

“I think I can,” he said at lust.
“The little cork not only had its top |
covered with red wax, but the wax ran
down the sides of the bottle. [n or- |
der to get It open, it was necessary |
to cut the wax away. It looks to me |
as If {t came from a Park Graham
bottle.”

“You mesan the drug flrm?” Bartley
asked. |

“Yes. I will show you.”

He went behind the screen and re-
turned In a second with a little bottle
in his hand. It was but a few inches
long, and the cork stopper was cov-
ered In the same manner with red
wax, and part of It had run down the
sides of the bottle. It was the mate |
to the stopper that Bartley had found.
Bartley examined the bottle care-
fully, noted the label, and returned
It to the drugglst.

When we were agaln in the auto-
wobile, Bartley =ald, “I wish 1 wew’
a8 sure what that stopper was doing
in that room as the druggist Is of the
kind of a bottle it came out of.”

Bartley's real object in coming to
town was, however, to visit the jall
and find out from Roche whether the
chauffeur had told what he knew or |
not. I left him at the jail door, prom-
ising to return within an hour, and
went in search of the young \woman
with whom Slyke's- step-daughter had
expected to spend the night.

When I found her, Miss Morton
bore out all that Ruth had said about
the way she had havpened to go home |
the night of the murder. They &ad
been to a dance together, and on the
way back the car had broken down
near the entrance to the Slyke estate
Ruth sald, as she was so near, she
might as well go home. One of the
young men had gone with her te the |

he |
that

! among the papers in the safe wus un

| Informed him that, on the day of our

where her
He had waited until the old man had

come downsiafrs, and had then re
jolned his party. tuth's story had
been true, and 1 saw how very foollsh
my suggestion to Bartley had been
that she might have comniitted the
murder.

AVhen 1 returned to the jail. about
an hour later, T found that Bartley
had gone to Doctor King's office, and
I followed him there at once. It was
the usual  physician's  oflice, with
cases of instruments along the walls
and a fat-top desk in the center of
the room. Bartley and the doctor
were bhending over a snall pad when
I entered, and Dartley told me that
the doctor had been drawing for him
a littie map of the roads avound the
The doctor looked older
had seen him first, fag
tore tived and nervous. It took sev-
eral years to get over shell shock
rrom which he suffered, he told us, and
he had been very foollsh to start to
practice again after re-
turn from the front. He recounted a |
few of his war experiences, and they
were enough to have hroken any man.
e said that, as soon as his duties in
regard to the Slyke case were over,
he was gofng to take a rest.  All the |
time he talked to us he played with
o pencil or tapped the desk in front
of him.

We spoke of the inquest, and he
told us that he did net need to call a
coroner's jury unless he wished, The
faets were so complex or so simple—

[

Slyvke estate.
than when T
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He Suggested That, If It Weive Mur-
der, Someone From Saratoga Might
Have Committed the Crime.

uncle Ived. !

It was hard to say which—that a jury |

would be confused by them.
mitted that there was no doubt that

| Styke had been mardered, but doubt-

ed if any jury would bring in a ver-
dict of murder on such slight evidence
as we had.  He suggested that, it It
were murder, sonie ote from Saratogu
might have connmitted the crime. It
was not a bud susgestion, and to my
Bartley to regard it
favorably., The doctor mentloned the
chaulleur's and sald that he
had only known the man by sight. We
talked for an hour or more, then re-
turned home.

Bartley was in his room changing
his suit for luncheon, when a tele-
phone call cume for him.  When he
returned he told me that the call had
been from Mr. Slyke's lawyer. He
had ‘'phoned him, Bartley said, that

surprise sevined

envelope with ten thousand dollars
in bills in It, and that the bank had

arrival Slyke had deposited thirteen
thousand dollars with them.

Ite ad-

(To Be Continued)

UALITY at its highest
degree of perfection;
efficiency of non-skid; dig-
nity of design ; these advan-
tages always insure owners
using Ajax Cords the tru-
est form of tire satisfaction.

AJAX CORD, ROAD KING, PARAGON

W. W. DYER, Lomita
F. J. MADDEN, Lomita
C
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Improveinent,

NLESS every layer
of cords in a tire is
of equal length, the
shorter ones are
bound to break and cause trouble.

Miller experts have eliminated
this danger by an exclusive process.
Every layer of cords in Miller Cord
Tires is positively unitorm. The
strain is equally distributed.

Miller Geared-to-the-Road Cords
are built to give you every inch of
mileage that the finest materials ever
put into a tire can give! Buy a
Miller now—and notice that the
tread lasts fully as long as the power-
ful. supple carcass.

THE MILLER RUBBER COMPANY

of NEW YORK, Akreu, Ohio
Sale and Service by

Day & Night Garage
CHEVROLET DEALERS

Wells and Cabrillo
Phone 127

tller Cords

Geared-to-the-Road

Geared-to-the-Road Cords and Fabrics
Wedge Tread Cords . . . Rellim Fabrics
Tubes and Accessories

Saves
Money
Time

Trouble

Cor. Torrance

For Quick Results list your Want Ads. in The
Herald and News Letter Want Ad. Columns.

your coat these days.

Brooks Bldg.

Dress Cos! and Be

Comfortable en the “Fourth”
SHIRTS

Sunny Shirts for Sunny Days.  Or, Priced
should we say— Snappy Shirts for I
Sunny Days. Anyhow, you know what $1.7J
we mean-—the kind of Shirts you'd like
to be seen in anywhere you can dolr to .

That's the kind we're offering you and
we invite you to come in at your earliest
convenience for a good selection.

Why Pay Los Angeles Prices

We're Not Satistied Till You Are

$7.50 |
Straw Hats

Nothing like taking advantage of the time when buy-
ing a Straw Hat. Recognizing the fact that it is mid-
for the cool headgear, we have cut our prices ac-
And vou can’t beat our figures now any place

‘season
cordingls

in town.

Note the Price $2.00 to $4.00.
Handkerchiefs
Collars

Buy Here For Less

D. KELLY

Torrance




